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Chapter | 


Disclaimer: This story is purely fictional story and none of Metallica belongs to me. This is just for fun and | 
don't make money off of this story. But | did write this and this story belongs to me. 

Note: This is a AU fic | made up and | don't quite actually know the band member's age difference to each 
other, so it's pretty close to one another. Also, | haven't written a story in about a couple of months so my 


writing skills are rusty, so enjoy as much as you all can. And sorry if it just plain sucks ass. 


Every day was the same for Kirk Hammett. Wake up in the morning, get ready for school, go to school, and 
then his job. Kirk was just an average hard working kid. Well, hard working as average as an eighteen year old 
with a job as a part-time stripper can get. Living alone in the cheapest one room apartment in New York he 


could manage. Which meant he didn't get paid a lot, didn't have electricity, and lived on liquor and fast food. 


Kirk was poor and didn't have much respect for himself, but he did go to school. But that didn't mean he went 


to school everyday. 


Kirk would usually get too drunk and ended up on the floor of his bathroom or just didn't feel like going. Kirk 


barely had any friends because he was the misfit, the one who never fit in, the one who didn't have money. 


Kirk was the one with emotional problems leading his parents to kick him out of their home. Not to mention 


because he was homosexual. 


The one who had drinking problems, the one who wasn't afraid to cry, the one who wasn't as bright as the 


rest of the others. But Kirk didn't care, but in truth he did, his scars proved that. 


In Kirk's eyes, he was nothing special. 


He thanked the gods it was a Friday. Having no car, and not enough money for public transportation, he decided 
to walk to school. Which he quickly regretted. Walking in the summer heat in New York would always be hell 
for him. Kirk readjusted his book bag as his tank top stuck to his chest. He had his hair tied back, arguing 


rather or not to cut his hair. 


He wiped the sweat off his forehead and squinted his eyes painfully in the light. He growled in frustration as he 


heard a series of honks behind him. He turned just in time someone shouted out his name. 
"Kirk!" 


He sighed in relief and smiled as he saw his friend wave his arm through the window of his car. He motioned 


his to the car and Kirk jogged over to the door of the passenger seat. 


"Thank god. | was fryir' out there," Kirk said as he sat down and closed his eyes as he felt the air condition 


throughout the car. 
"Heh. Good morning to you too." 


This was the one and only guy who was his close friend. His name was Jason Newsted. A classmate, a buddy, 


someone who held Kirk's hair back when he threw up. The guy who cared. 


Jason knew almost everything about Kirk, and visa versa. They were like brothers, Jason being like the older 


who took care of Kirk. 


He knew about Kirk's job and his sexual preference, and hadn't run away. Jason often lent Kirk money when 


things got tight, someone who lent a shoulder to cry on. 


There was never an attraction between the two, although Kirk had to admit, Jason was a handsome guy. But 


that's all. 

"So, what are you planning on doing today?" Jason asked. 

"I'm going to cut my hair." 

Jason raised his brow and quickly looked towards Kirk and back to the road. "Why?" 
‘Its too hot. And its too annoying.” 

Jason shrugged. "Whatever you want" 

Kirk yawned and rubbed the sleep out of his eyes. 

"What did you do yesterday?" Jason asked in concern. "Stayed up late again?" 

Kirk nodded and opened his eyes as he looked out the window. "Working," 

Jason sighed. He didn't like the idea that Kirk was a stripper and that he sold his body for others, for money. 
".. You going back tonight?" 

Kirk nodded. 


That was the last of the conversation before they made it to school. 


School was just the same as always and went by as slow as always, he went to all of his classes which he fell 
asleep through because he wasn't interested in any of the subjects they taught. And the only class he had 
with Jason was lunch. So he was thankful for that. 

Before Jason ever walked up to him one day and asked if he wanted company, he always sat alone on the other 


side of the nerds’ table, picking at his food. 


But the class he hated most was gym. He would be one of the guys to be picked on by the jocks there. Being 
made fun of by the guys because of the way he looks. He wasn't scrawny, but he wasn't quite built either. He 
always thought he was lame looking, too dull. He had a feminine streak to him and he wasn't at all athletic as 
everyone else. Not to mention them teasing and spreading rumors that he was gay. Which wasn't a rumor at 
all 

He'd rather stay on the bleachers smoking a cigarette instead of jogging around the gym or playing basketball 
with the other kids. 


And he always stayed clear of the shower room. 


"Thanks for the ride home Jas" He smiled at his friend who smiled back 

"No prob, just get back home as soon as possible after alright?" he said. 

Kirk nodded. "Don't worry about me. I'll be fine. 

Jason rolled his eyes. "Right, it's pretty impossible not to worry about you." He looked down at his watch. 


“Alright, | gotta go. You call me if you can, ok?" 


Kirk nodded and leaned off from the door and waved before Jason drove off. He watched as he drove off and 


sighed. He turned around and walked towards his apartment door. 


As soon as he closed the door behind him, he frowned as the heat hit him. It was even more scorching inside 
than outside. He tossed his keys onto the arm rest of his old couch and walked to the windows. He opened the 
rusty windows with two heaves and let the warm breeze in. He leaned on the windowsill of a window that was 
closer to the couch and looked outside. It still wasn't time for the sun to set, which meant he had a lot of 


time before he had to go to work. Poor Kirk didn't even have a clock. 


Sometimes he came to work early, which meant he had time to kill in the dressing room and sometimes he 
came late which deducted his week's pay. He was new to the whole stripping bid, so sometimes he would just 


freeze and walk off from the stage. Cursing at himself for doing it in the first place. 


He didn't like his job at all, but it was the only place that would employ him and it kept food on the table. Even 


if it was just a burger and beer. 


Kirk came out of his daze as he felt his stomach growl in hunger. He had nothing to eat all day and there was 
nothing to eat in the house except for an old carton of spoiling milk and a warm can of beer in the 
refrigerator that didn't even work He went for the beer. 

He popped the tab open and took a sip. He grimaced at the taste of warm beer but shrugged and downed the 
whole drink in two gulps. He wiped his mouth and tossed the can in the waste basket. 


He needed a shower before heading for work. 
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Kirk grabbed a pair of silver scissors and walked into his bathroom. He stripped off of his clothes and turned 
the shower on to hot. He then turned to the mirror and sighed. He looked at his own reflection through the 
slowly hazing glass and ran his hand though his long curly black hair. 


Wiping the steam off the mirror with his palm, he grabbed the scissor and took a chunk of his hair and 
experimentally cut it off, then letting it hit the sink. When he felt confident enough, he repeated these actions. 


Tossing his hair over, behind his face, and being careful to not rick his ear or mess up. 


About forty-five minutes later accident free, he finally dropped his scissors onto the mass pile of hair and 
looked at himself in the mirror. He gave a small smile in satisfaction as he ran his finger through his short 


hair for the last inspection. He liked it. 
He stepped into the shower soon after. 


He sighed as the hot water beat over his chest, easing tension off of him. Made him want to stay in the 
shower forever. But he knew he didn't have time to appreciate the warmth and quickly went to roughly 
washing his hair and the rest of his body. 


As soon as he stepped out of the shower, he could feel the butterflies in his stomach, knowing he'd soon have 
to go out to work. He dried himself and brushed his hair. He opened the little cabinet and found a bottle of 
clear, old barely used hair gel. He squirted some onto his palm and ran it over his hair, leaving it slicked back 


and straight. It made him look more mature. 
The sun was setting, it was almost time to go out. He walked to his room stark naked, searching for decently 


clean clothes in his drawer. Successfully finding a clean black t-shirt, a pair of black pants, and white cotton 
boxers, he slipped them on and quickly went to look for his keys. 


It wasn't a long walk, but it wasn't a short either. The club was about an hour away from his apartment and 
by the time he reached it, it was already night. The blue neon sign had already been lit up and he could already 
hear the laughter and chatter going on inside the club. The strip club wasn't the most famous, but it was 
pretty known. It was for your average horny gay man in New York A few women entered the club now and 
then, it wasn't unusual. The club had been named "Dirty Window" but despite the name, it was a pretty nice 
place but did have the classic sleazy tone to the place. 


Kirk had entered through the back door where all employees must come in from. He passed by the closed 
room doors that either lead to a stripper's dressing room or the private rooms where they were paid to 
whore themselves out for more money. Sometimes just being paid for stripping wasn't enough, not if you're 
going to pay for rent in New York. Kirk had been to one of the private rooms only twice before with eager 
customers. 

He finally made his way into his small dressing room. He sighed and looked through the drawer full of his 
"special" clothing. He glanced at the clock, 8:00 pm he would be on at a couple of minutes. So he got to work 


He changed his clothes to a simple black thong. Kirk flushed at the thought of having to walk out on stage in 
front of other men like this. He fought the urge to run off, besides he wore the piece of cloth about half the 
time he was there. He looked through his makeup drawer and pulled out a black eyeliner and a bottle of baby 
oil. 

He checked his face after applying the eyeliner, giving him a more mysterious feature and a good contrast to 
his pale skin. Then popped the lid of the baby oil and squeezed a generous amount of oil onto his palm before 
rubbing it over his chest, stomach, arms, and legs. Said to give his body a more shine from the lighting of the 
stage. 

He brushed his hand over his tattoos on his hips as in thought. A pair of flames on his hips going downward, 
the peaks of the flames ending at his pelvis area His boss usually said it was a good thing he got those. Said 
the customers liked it. Kirk shuddered at the thought. He hadn't gotten the tattoo for the sake of stripping, in 


fact it was even before he began stripping. He had gotten it one night at some tattoo shop downtown after 
getting shit faced with Jason. And ended up liking the it instead of getting it removed. 


Kirk awoke from his memory when he heard a knocking on the door. Without waiting for a reply, the door 


opened and a face appear. It was Lars, his _boss_. 

"Ready Hammett?" he asked. 

He looked toward the door and nodded slowly. "Yeah." 

Lars looked at him as if he grew another head on his shoulder. "What the hell happened to you hair?" 
Kirk subconsciously ran an oily hand through his gelled hair. 


"Oh, yeah... |, uh cut it. It was kind of annoying, ya know?" 


Lars paused for a moment then nodded. "I like it, makes you look fresh. Now get your ass out already." With 


that said, he closed the door behind him. 
Kirk sighed and warmed up with stretches as he gained his wits to finally go out and perform. 


He peeked from behind the curtains, only stepping tentatively over to the side when the other strippers walked 
by indicating their shift had ended A couple of them greeted Kirk as they passed, Kirk only gave them a small 


smile. 


The music changed and so did the lights of the stage from a pink to green giving it a darker ambiance. He 
eased up a little and stepped out from behind the curtains and took slow steps to the empty stage and brass 
pole that was calling his name. He quickly glanced around at the people sitting up close to the stage and noticed 


half of them were all regulars, some what familiar faces. And the same familiar cat calls and whistles. 


Kirk blushed as he hooked his fingers around the pole and swung around once. He seductively swayed his hips 
to the slow music in the background and closed his eyes. Pretending as if he was the only one in the room to 


keep the shame from making him jump off the stage and run with the thong still on. 


He opened his eyes back and ran his hand over his chest and down to his hip. Tracing a finger up over a flame, 
he stopped around his navel and traced his stomach. He leaned against the pole with his head thrown back, he 
could feel the sweat trickle down his chest. He had only been on the stage for five minutes and he was 


sweating already. He mentally noted to ask Lars to get an air conditioner in the fucking club. 


He thrust his hips forward as he slowly slid down and on all fours, running his hand over his hair as they fell 
over his face. He slowly crawled towards a man with red hair to the left as he waved a twenty dollar bill at 
him. He swung his butt more than necessary, leaving smiles on the customers. 


He ran a finger along the man's jaw and smirked and sat up on his knees, legs spread wide. The man reached 
out and placed the twenty in the front of Kirk's black thong, brushing his fingers along Kirk's flame tattoo in 
curiosity. He slightly shivered at the touch. He smiled at the man before standing back up. 


By this time, two more strippers came on the stage. It wasn't time for Kirk to leave yet, but glad he didn't 
have to go up to every man who waved a dollar bill. As he stood, he caught the sight of a man sitting in the 
darkest back row of the club with a smile on his face and a beer in one hand. He couldn't really see him but 
knew he was staring right at him even though he was wearing a pair of black sunglasses. He quickly looked 
away embarrassed when the guy nodded towards him once in acknowledgment. 


He quickly walked over to another guy holding up a couple of bills in his hand. Swinging his hips in front of the 
man as he retrieved the bills with his teeth. As he backed off, he wiped the sweat off his forehead being 
careful not to smudge the eyeliner over his face. He placed the bills in the front along with the twenty from 
the previous guy. The song changed and so did the lights, Kirk's shift had ended. He smiled and began walking 
off but stopped when the thought of the mysterious man came back to his head. He searched for the man in 


the back row but the chair he sat on was vacant and the beer bottle had been left on the small table. He 
furrowed his brows in strange disappointment but shook it off and walked off stage. 


Kirk finally reached his dressing room and sighed. His shift had ended and he felt as if a heavy weight had been 
pulled off of him. He quickly wiped the sweat off his body with a towel sitting on the desk, then to pulling the 
bills out of his thong. He quickly counted them, adding up to forty dollars. He would congratulate himself tonight 


with a box of pizza and if he was lucky, a pack of beer. 


He took the thong off and tossed it into the laundry basket. He was thankful that he didn't have to do the 
laundry for the clothes he wore out on stage. As tired as he was, he was reluctant to go home so he quickly 


pulled up his boxers and following his pants. But before he finished zipping his pants, the door opened. 


"Yo, Hammett. You have a customer in room four," Lars said as he pointed outside. 


Kirk's face fell. 
"| don't feel like--" 


"Look, | told you already the business is going to look bad if one of our employees turned someone down. 


Besides, it's extra pay for you," Lars said crossing his arms. 


Kirk knew what Lars had said was right. But he was just too tired. "If you give me an extra bonus, | might just 
consider,” Kirk said and placed his hands on his hips with a forced smile. 


Lars sighed and rolled his eyes. "Fine, whatever," he said as he already turned to leave. 
‘Oh and he already paid up, so don't ask for it later," he said as he walked out of the room without closing the 


door. 


Kirk stood there, staring at the hall outside and let his hands fall to his sides. He wanted to cry. He didn't want 
to go there. He was too tired, too shy, and just too scared. The last time he was in the private room, the man 


practically raped him because he tried to get away. He pushed the thoughts away. 

"| was just too weak then," he whispered to himself. 

He turned to the mirror and stared at himself. The eyeliner did run and smudge a bit. He grabbed a couple of 
tissues from the box and began wiping the makeup off and reapplying it. 

He walked through the hallway with only a pair of pants on, it wasn't necessary to wear anything else. 

Room four. Room four. 

He chanted in his head. When he found it, he merely stood in front of it. Licking his lips in nervousness. He 


slowly lifted a fist and gently knocked on the door. There was a small pause before a muffled voice told him to 
come in through the other side of the door. 


He turned the knob and opened the door and quietly slipped in with his head down, staring at the plush red 
carpet. And quietly closing the door behind him. Again he merely stood there. Afraid to look up, afraid to move. 


"| didn't pay for you to just stand around." 


He looked up and froze completely. It was the same guy he saw in the back row of the club, sitting on the bed 
with the same smile he saw from before. It sent chills down his spine. 


"Uh... yeah," Kirk replied lamely. But still he didn't move. 

The man was in clear view unlike in the dark. He had on a black leather jacket and a white t-shirt underneath. 
A pair of worn blue jeans and black biker boots on complimented the rest of his clothes. The man had short 
dark blonde hair that he had spiked up in different array of positions. The well trimmed goatee across his 


strong chin and jaw connecting to his sideburns seemed to be this man's trade mark. 


"Well? Then why don't you come over here?" the man said, leaving Kirk slightly startled. The strong deep voice 
waking him, and again he caught Kirk staring at him. his smile grew to a big grin. 


A grin that made Kirk almost melt, almost fall to his knees. A grin he never saw before, no _this_ grin had to 
be this man's trademark. White teeth and small fangs bared, thin pink lips curled back, cheeks high and.. and 
then he took those sunglasses off and placed them on the drawer next to the bed 

Kirk fell in love with those eyes. 


They matched the demonic-like grin plastered on the handsome face. Pale silver blue eyes with dark rims over 
them. They were almost hypnotizing. Almost addictive. 


He took small steps when he finally had the courage to walk up to him. Before he could sit down, the man 
stood up next to him. 


"| was watching you back there" He started 

Kirk blushed but nodded. 

"So were you," he smirked when Kirk turned his head away. 
"And | gotta admit. | couldn't take my eyes off you" 


Those words made Kirk's heart jump and he could feel his lips twitch slightly upwards. He didn't know why, but 
he started getting butterflies in his stomach. This smooth talking stranger was really getting to him. 


"You're one of the prettiest things I've ever seen," he murmured, turning Kirk's face so their eyes were locked. 


Kirk was slightly shaking for the fact that he was intimidated by the slightly taller man and held his breath. 


"And | have to have you." 


AN: Ok, so | know nothing about strip clubs and l'm pulling shit out of my head. I'm just being "imaginative." And 
| bet you know where | got "Dirty Window" from, huh? And don't hate me for making Lars Kirk's boss. | 
explained the "mystery" man (obviously Hetfield), that certain way because | really liked his style when | was 
watching their music video "| Disappear" and thought it made him look not only younger, but sexier. And | was 
debating whether Kirk should go ahead and shag James or be more hard to get. Any suggestions? 
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‘Of course you would” Kirk said bitterly and ducked away and sat on the bed. 


"So? What are you waiting for?" Kirk asked as he laid down on the bed, about to unzip his pants, but the man 
grabbed his hand and leaned down to him. 


Without saying a word, he kissed him, gently and Kirk could taste warm beer and something more than that, 
something unexplainable. He let the light kiss go and Kirk looked up at him in confusion but didn't say anything. 
The man took his jacket and shirt off, throwing them onto the ground that were soon forgotten, then kicked 
his boots off. He kissed him again, but this time deeper, sending a jolt down Kirk's spine. The kiss had been 
passionate and full of lust. Kirk gasped as the stranger trailed his calloused hand over his bare chest. Every 
touch from the man sent electricity over his body. A strange feeling he could get used to. 


"So what's your name kid?" the man asked, his voice gruff from tension 


Kirk panted. "Kirk. Kirk Hammett" He replied quickly before reaching up and kissing him again. Kirk loved the 
feeling of the man's lips against him, warm and soft, and slick from saliva. It felt so right. 


"James Hetfield." 
The man murmured in the kiss, nibbling of Kirk's full, now swollen lip. 
"Huh?" Kirk asked dumbly, not understanding. 


"My name. Don't forget it" He smirked and began leaving trails of wet kisses around Kirk's chest. Kirk sharply 
inhaled as the tongue found one of his nipples. 
"Wh-what are you doing?" Kirk asked. The man so called James stopped his actions and looked up. 


"I'm trying to turn you on. It's called ‘fore-play?" he said in slight sarcasm and raised his brow. 


Obviously. Kirk thought. 
| rarely do any fore-play with my customers. It always got down the just the sex." 


James snorted "Well, in that case, let me pleasure you some more." 


Kirk only let out a light sigh as James began teasing the hard nub once more. 
"Mm, you taste so good." Kirk blushed and bucked as James nipped at the sensitive skin 


He lapped at his chest like a dog, then licked his way down to Kirk's navel, dipping his tongue in. Kirk let out a 
gasp. 

"That tickles" he said breathlessly. But enjoyed the feeling as James let his tongue wander around the navel. 
"Lower." Kirk begged. 

James smirked and unzipped Kirk's pants, still teasing him with his tongue and yanked the pants off and tossed 
them onto the floor along with James's other clothes and releasing his erect member, just begging to be 
touched, tasted, and teased. 

Kirk whimpered as James leaned his head down and licked at the tip of the head experimentally. 


"W-wouldn't you rather want me to do that?" Kirk choked out as James ran his tongue over the whole 


member. 
"Right now.. | just want to taste you." he whispered. 


Kirk's breathing hitched as James then leaned in and took it whole in his mouth. He tried to refrain from 
thrusting his hips. It was a new feeling to him. It was wet warmth engulfing him, making him shake with 
pleasure and soon turning lightheaded. Kirk's mouth opened wide and his head rolled back against the pillow but 
nothing coming out of his mouth. 

He felt the talented tongue wrap and lick around the head, he felt as if he was going to loose it. It felt hell of a 
lot better than masturbating. 


Just as if James had read his mind, he released the member and gave it one swift lick and began unzipping his 
own pants. "I want you to come with me baby." 


Kirk only shook his head, he couldn't think, couldn't even remember his name. 


James pulled his pants and boxers down to his knees and straddled Kirk's hips. "Mm, you're so sexy and so 


delicious. You know that?" He ran a finger over Kirk's collar bone and grasped Kirk's hip. 
"Got any lube?" 


Kirk sat up with his elbows and opened the drawer and got out a cheap bottle of lube and a condom. He tossed 
both of them to James. 


James caught both and ripped the condom packet with ease and slipped it on, then popped open the cap and 


squirted out a few drops onto his finger. He looked up and smiled at Kirk. 


"Relax now." 


Kirk nodded and laid back down remembering the ache needing to be released and also refrained from touching 
himself. He rather wanted James to touch him. 

James rubbed his up fingers, warming the lube up. He slowly began teasing the tight entrance. 

Kirk gasped and let out a small moan, "Just." He squirmed, not being able to finish the sentence. 


James slowly thrust his finger into him, noticing he quickly tightened against the finger. 

"Remember, relax." 

James soothed him and thrust the finger deeper, smirking when he had hit the spot that made Kirk arch his 
back and moan out loud. 


"Good boy." James said before thrusting and stretching him with another finger. 


"Just do it. | can take it" Kirk almost screamed as those skillful fingers thrust in again. He clenched James's 


arms. "l'm gonna come soon, hurry up.” 


James chuckled and squirted a generous amount to lube onto his palm and tossed it onto the floor. He rubbed 
his hands together, again warming the lube up and ran his hand over his own throbbing member confined in 


the thin rubber. When he thought it was slick enough already, he positioned himself at Kirk's entrance. 
"Ready?" 
Kirk nodded anxiously. 


James leaned on Kirk's body and with one deep thrust he was in. They both groaned in unison. The warmth and 
tightness was too much for James, it felt so good, it almost hurt. Even stretching him beforehand didn't help 
much. But James wasn't complaining. He panted and thrust his hips again, making Kirk wrap his arms around 


James's well toned body and ran his nails over his back, leaving red stripes over the golden skin 


James too wrapped his arms around Kirk's and continued deep thrusting, making the bed bang hard against the 
wall that matched Kirk's loud cried of pleasure. James only grit his teeth. 

"So.. good Kirk" he muttered to Kirk's ear and kissed him again. 

They both kissed urgently, as if their life depended on it and James was literally sucking the life out of Kirk. 


They need more, needed to feel more, and taste more. 


Kirk had began thrusting back against James, the pleasure expanding to the every corners of his body. James 
wrapped his hand around Kirk's member and began pumping his fist, and by this time, even the strands of 
Kirk's hair were writhing in pleasure. His head rolled to the crook of James's neck. James took the invitation 
and leaned to Kirk's exposed flesh of his neck and sunk his teeth into him, making Kirk gasp not in pain, but 


surprise. The bite was eerily erotic and was strangely pleasurable. 


"Oh god, James." Kirk gasped, holding tighter. James pumped his fist faster, but let the same agonizing thrusts 
continue in the same rhythm. 


Kirk let out a deep moan, muffled by James's neck and came over his hand and their stomachs. James still 


kept going, but it wasn't long before he let out a deep grunt and came as well. 
They stayed together like that for a while, catching their breathes before James slid out of him and laid him 
back on the bed. Kirk looked up as James's chest heaved and his body was still glistening in sweat. It made 


James look so exotic. 


Kirk's head was still spinning from the body shaking orgasm and licked his dried lips. It was the best fuck he 
ever had. Sadly, it was only a fuck.. Kirk frowned at the thought. 


"That was.." James panted. 
".. So good." Kirk finished the sentence for him and James smirked. 


"Worth all the money.." James muttered and leaned down at Kirk and gave him a kiss. ".. All the fucking money 


for that." He chuckled. 


He got out of the bed and took the condom off and tossed it in the small trash bin and wiped himself off. He 
handed the tissue box to Kirk "You should get cleaned up." 


Kirk nodded and began silently wiping himself off. Then sudden realization dawned on him. James hadn't hurt 
him, held him, and was awfully gentle. He shuddered and closed his eyes. It was good. So good. 


Kirk opened his eyes when he heard a zip. He saw that James had placed his boxers and pants back on and had 
grabbed his shirt off the floor and began putting it on. Kirk stood and began placing his pants on too. 


"So, when can we do this again?" 

Kirk looked up in confusion. "What?" 

"This. | want to see you again" James said, his demonic smirk plastered on his face. 

Kirk was flustered. "You want to see me again?" he was almost.. Happy. James crossed his arms and walked up 
to him. 

"That's what | said." 


Kirk swallowed the lump in his throat. "S-sure.." 


James tossed his jacket on and zipped it back up. "It's pretty late. Ill give you a ride home." 


"Oh, no it's ok. | only live a few blocks away." Kirk said as he stood up. 


"Let me rephrase that" James paused for a moment as he leaned in closer to Kirk. "I'm taking you home. 


Where do you live?" 


"Thanks for the ride. | told you | only lived a few blocks away.” Kirk smiled at James. 


| don't care. | don't want anything to happen to what belongs to me." James leaned in and brushed the 
reddening bite mark with his finger. A hickey, a really big hickey that Kirk would have some explaining about. 


"That belongs to you?" 
Kirk was taken back by the man's forward and dominant attitude. 


James grinned. "That's right. And I'm not going to share you with anyone." he leaned to Kirk's ear, making the 


smaller man shudder partly in desire and in fear. 
"And | don't have any say in this?" Kirk breathed to James's cheek. Not sure if he liked being ‘owned: 


"Don't forget me now." He gave one smirk before deeply kissing him. "Now get." 


Kirk wasn't sure just what the hell happened. He closed the door to his house and frowned in thought. He took 
the envelope full of the week's pay and the extra borus he had asked and deserved and placed it on a small 


table. 


He was in the club. See's a really hot guy. Shags hot guy. Hot guy says he's his now. Hot guy kicks him out of 


his car. 

Kirk felt a headache coming on. But he couldn't help but think of the man. His taste, smell, and his look Kirk 
didn't know what it was about this man, but he wanted him again. He slightly smiled. 

He shook his head from anymore illicit thoughts and from thinking about farfetched feelings he might have for 
the stranger named ‘James Hetfield’ He needed a shower. A very cold shower. But he couldn't shake the feeling 


of wanting to see him again. 


He was definitely going to talk to Jason about it tomorrow. 


Chapter 4 


Disclaimer: | don't own Metallica nor do | own the members of Metallica. I'm not getting paid to do this and | do 
this not to harm. This story is not real. 
Note: Its time for a Kirk's POV don't you think? 


"Nice hair." 


Jason smirked as he pulled open the door and | grinned. 
"Thanks." | rolled my eyes and walked in, taking my shoes off and lining them up next to his sneakers before 


stepping inside his living room. 
"So, what's up?" Jason walked over to the kitchen, and scanning his refrigerator for beverages. 
"Wanted to talk." 


| looked around his large living room. | could never get used to Jason's place. It was much more pricey, clean, 
rice, and comfortable. | smiled and sat on his leather couch, facing the tv that happened to be on Some 


commercial about dog food appeared. 
"Yeah? About what?" 


Jason stuck his head out from the fridge and closed it before sitting down and handing me a can of diet soda. 
‘Sorry, didn't have anything else." 


| smiled and gratefully popped the tab open, taking a sip. It wasn't all that bad, just tasted like watered down 
soda. 

"I just wanted to talk about, um.." | took another sip and cleared my throat. | was always kind of nervous when 
| had to talk to Jason about things like this. It's not because | want Jason's acceptance, just afraid Jason's 


reaction. 


"Just about last night" 
A cosmetic commercial then followed along with the dog food commercial. Something about lip stick. 


"Oh, so, what about it?" Jason's attention seemed to be on the ty, the can still unopened in his hand. 


| played with the tab of the soda can and sighed. "I wanted to tell you about what happened at work." 
Jason lifted his brow and turned to me, finally, and leaned back on his couch. "Why, what happened?" 


"Well, | just need your advice on something." 
He nodded. 


‘| met this guy at the club last night" | looked up at him and he suddenly turned his head towards me and 
smirked. " Its not like | hooked up with him or anything... | think" | muttered the last words. 


"Then what do you mean?" He asked, highly curious now. 


"Ok, here's what happened; | was at the club doing what | do on stage. Then | saw this guy in the back, and | 


don't know but, there must of been this connection between us when we saw each other." 

Jason nodded his head, his fingers placed upon his chin as if he understood, but | knew he had no clue. 

"Then later on, we ended up meeting up in the back and we had sex. But it's because | had to and he had paid 
already." | shrugged and quickly took a sip. 

"But when we had sex, | can't explain it but, there was something more there than just sex. | can't prove it, 


but | kind of liked it." 


| could feel my heart beat increase in rate as | told him the story, well, most of the story. And just 


remembering James made me feel like a twelve year old girl with a crush. | was gitty 


Jason snickered and changed the chanrel. "Is that all?" 


‘Or is it that you want advice because you've got some silly little crush." 

"Hey, its not some silly little crush!" 

"Come on Kirk, you can't just fall in love with some stranger just because he's good in bed. He's a stranger and 
you can't trust him." 


Jason let the remote back onto the table and crossed his arms at me. 


"| didn't say | was in love and | didn't say | had a crush on him." | took another sip of diet soda. 
"Ok, maybe | do have a little crush on him" 


Jason rolled his eyes and sighed. "Fine, explain this Prince Charming." 


"His name is James and he's, um, he's, handsome." 


"He's mysterious." 

"He's great in bed" 

"He has the most beautiful blue eyes I've ever seen 

"He looks so dangerous. Like a bad ass" | say this with enthusiasm. What can | say, I'm into bad boys. 
"And?" Jason interrupts. 

"And... | don't know." 

Jason sighs in exasperation "Jeez, that's all you can tell me?" 


| scowl. "Ok, sure | might not know him so well. But that doesn't mean he's a bad guy!" 


"Look Kirk, he could be some psychopath or a serial killer. Or a rapist, or a con-artist, or a-" 
"Or a normal, nice guy who happens to get his kicks from strippers." 


Now its my turn to cross my arms and glare at him. But | had to admit, | knew nothing of this James guy, 
and | knew nothing of him. But all | did know was that | wanted to see him again Maybe | could get to know him. 
Maybe. 


He glares right back at me but sighs again and he frowns. "I can't make you change your mind. But if he dares 


hurt you, he's gonna have to deal with me." 
| roll my eyes but smile at him. "Thanks Jase." 


"| gotta take a leak" He got up, leaving the groove on his couch from the weight of his body and heads to the 


bathroom. 


| lean back, glad | got it off my chest and that | do have Jason's approval. Not that it mattered much. Just 


that Jason gets so worried. 


Nothing good happened to be on ty so | scanned his living room from the couch, too lazy to get up. | didn't 
have the taste for diet soda anymore. So I'd leave that on the table, letting the water sweat around the can 
and collecting onto the table. 


| squinted when | saw something catch my eye. It was a colorful type of magazine. | reached over under the 
table and snatched it. A couple of colorful magazines. A couple of colorful porn magazine to be exact. | chuckled 


and read the covers. A couple of playboy and penthouse. | flipped open through pages of a playboy magazine, 


wondering how guys can get hard with just pics of naked ladies in different positions. Then again, | remind 
myself that I'm gay. | didn't even hear the toilet flush before | saw Jason stand over me. 


"Nice reading material you have here." | say, waving the magazines around and | could see him blush a deep 


red and snatch them out of my hand. 
"Crap, | knew | should of put those under my bed." He bites his lip and tries to hide them behind his back. 
| laugh and sit back against the couch as something fun comes up on tN. 


"| seriously need to get you a girl." 


A/N: Its not a good chapter | gotta admit. | had writer's block when | wrote this (yeah, corny excuse) but this 
was the best | could do here. I'm hoping the next chapter will have slash. ;) 


Chapter 5 


Disclaimer: | don't own Metallica nor do | own the members of Metallica. I'm not getting paid to do this and | do 
this not to harm. This story is not real. 
Note: Still Kirk's POV. 


It was another same Monday morning when | got up early to get to school. The same routine | always hated. | 
rubbed the sleep out of my eyes in vain and got ready. 


| hastily tugged on a t-shirt that was lying on the floor and a pair of pants from three days ago. | didn't 
bother brushing my hair, only running my fingers through them and without any gel. It was early in the 
morning and already hot. 

| quickly searched for my bag pack and tossed in the books along with neglected homework. | was ready to 


leave. 


As soon as | walked outside, | regretted wearing the t-shirt. | could feel the heat on the back of my head and 
my whole shirt restricting and already stained with sweat. | groaned and pushed my keys back in my pocket. | 


was to wait for Jason to pick me up today as he wished. Besides, | would appreciate the air conditioned car. 

| looked down, away from the sun's view and sat on the lower step of my stoop. A couple of minutes passed, 
but | wasn't late. | had a couple of hours to go before school started. | yawned, feeling the sleepiness returning. 
| then heard a car honking and | looked up, a smile on my face expecting Jason. But what startled me was that 
it wasn't him. But it was James. 


"Get in’ 


His car window was rolled down and he stuck his head out. He had on the same black sunglasses from the day | 
first met him. 


"What?" | stood, but no intention of getting into his car. | was uneasy. 


"Come on, get in. I'm not a patient person" 


| gave him a confused looked but | saw his lip slightly curl upward meaning he wasn't joking. | hurried over and 
opened the passenger seat next to him, and was quickly greeted by the cool refreshing air inside. | sighed and 
gratefully hopped in 

| turned to look at him as he began to drive. 

"Where were you off to?" He asked without turning his head to me. 

"School" | leaned back against the suede seat and looked out the window. 

"You're still in school?" He huffed. "How old are you kid?" 

"Eighteen" 

"You look fifteen" 

| chuckled and took a peek at him. "Where are we going?" 


"Where ever. | missed you sexy." 


| blushed at the word ‘sexy: "l. missed you too," | quickly looked down at my feet and bit my lip. | heard him 
laugh and placed a hand on my lap. 


"You hungry?" He asked as he stopped at the red light. | nodded. 

"Good." 

He lifted my chin and he leaned forward for a kiss. | sighed as soon as his lips were against mine, soft and 
strong at the same time. Just as | remembered. His lips parted mine, his tongue soon entering, tasting and 
exploring my mouth. Me, doing the same. He tasted of mint toothpaste and something | just couldn't put my 


finger on. It made me excited. 


He moved apart as soon as we heard cars honking behind us, wanting us to move before the lights changed to 


red once again. But we didn't care. He licked his lips, as if savoring the kiss. 
'| definitely missed that," He said huskily. 


"Yeah." | said dumbly. "I think you should start driving now," | grinned and he grinned back. 


He stepped on the gas to full speed, causing me to reach for the seat belt. ‘Slow down’ was on my mind but | 
didn't dare say anything. Just then he began to slow down, | remembered. | had school. And Jason was supposed 


to pick me up. 


"Wait, wait" | said hurriedly. "| have to go to school," | silently cursed at myself for forgetting about Jason. | 
felt really bad. 


"Screw school. We're gonna have some fun today," He took a sharp right turn. 


Fun. | did want to hang out with James today. | was weighing the choices in my mind. Go to school or screw 


around with James? Just as soon as | thought about the choices, the decision was made for me when James 
rubbed his fingers across my inner thigh. My throat turned dry and | turned to look at him. He gave me one 
of his mysterious grins. | couldn't say no when my heart was beating rapidly against my chest. Was | really in 


love, or was this just some sick crush on a total moody stranger named James Hetfield? 


We ended up parking at IHOP. | haven't been to one of these in about a couple of years. It brought back old 
memories and put a smile on my face. He didn't forget that | was hungry, how sweet. Hell, he even held the 


door for me. | think | found Mr. Perfect. | chuckled to myself, wondering if he caught it. 


We sat at the back seat near the big glass window that smelt of cleaning solution as our menus were handed 


out. James had taken his sunglasses off and hooked them on the collar of his plain white shirt that seemed 
tight against his muscled chest. | bit my lip, having flashbacks of the night we spent together having sex. | 
almost seemed uncomfortable for a moment. But a sudden urge to jump across the table and just tasting 


James's body washed over me. | was getting really turned on. 


As a waitress came up, she took our orders. | chose pancakes and orange juice while he chose waffles, eggs, 


and bacon with coffee. No sugar, no cream. 


"And thats all you're eating?" He asked as the waitress walked off with our menus. He leaned back against the 
plastic seating. 


"Uh, yeah. | get full easily," | took a sip of ice water that laid in front of me. 


"No wonder you're so skinny," he smirked. "You should eat more." 


| smiled at him. 


He just watched me. | shifted my eyes down, not used to someone staring at me so intensely. It wasn't from 


lust. | didn't know what it was. 

"So, how old are you?" | asked hesitantly, playing with the napkin 

He hummed for a moment and took a sip of water. "What's it to you?" 

| shrugged, "well, you know how old | am. Why not tell me your age?" 

I'm eight years older than you," he simply said and crossed his arms. 

| was a litle surprised at how old he was, but | was expecting him to be much older. 

"Oh. Ok" | didn't know what to say. But | did have plenty of more questions. Like; ‘who are you?", ‘why did you 
wanna have sex with me”, ‘why did you bring me here? ‘why the hell are you so irresistible? 
"What do you work as?" 

"That's none of your business." 

| frowned at the answer. How rude. Besides, what the hell was there to hide? 


"Why the hell are you so damn curious about me?" 


| was taken back. "What, you don't like it that | want to get to know you?" | was slowly getting angry at his 
attitude. 


"Why would you even bother getting to know me?" He seemed cool, almost as if this conversation wasn't 


important. 


| glared at him. To tell the truth, | didn't even know why | wanted to either. Maybe he just seemed interesting 


to me. Maybe because he and | were sleeping together. | didn't know. 


| sighed and leaned back. "Whatever," | rolled my eyes and huffed And the conversation ended like that as soon 


as the food arrived. 


We ate in silence but | couldn't help but sneak peeks at James as he was eating. He didn't seem to notice, not 


that | wanted him to. | think 


| was the first to finish the food and ordering another glass of orange juice. It was my turn to just watch him 
before he spoke up. 


"Stop watching me while | eat." 
"Why not? You were watching me." 
"What are you, twelve, copying everything that | do?" 


Ok, that really did make me shut up. If not hurt my feelings a bit. So | looked down and gave him the best 
pouty, pathetic face | could make up. | guess he saw it because he stopped eating and sighed. 


"Look, I'm just not used to people asking so much questions about me." 


He wiped his mouth and took the last sip of his coffee. "And if you keep looking at me like that, I'm gonna take 
you over this table." 


This caused a loud guffaw to escape my mouth. "Is that a promise?" 


Ok, so | felt a little flirty, and yeah | wanted him to take me. But of course not here. He waved for the check. 
"Don't worry. We'll have lots of fun later.” 


As we left the restaurant, James seemed to be driving aimlessly around the city, or so | thought. 


"So, where are we going?" I've never been to this part of the city, so it was all foreign to me but exciting at 
the same time. It seemed to be the poor part of the city, a rugged neighborhood and it was empty. 


‘lve got to visit a friend." 


A friend? Huh, | wondered who it was and what he needed to see the friend for. | noticed James slowing his 
car down and stopping infront of a stop sign and unbuckled his seat belt. 

"Wait here for a moment" 

| watched him hop out of his car and walk around the back of his car. | twisted in my seat to see where he 
was going. | unbuckled the seat belt and turned around, curious as to what was going on. | turned back and 
lowered the rear view mirror, | saw him standing with his arms crossed for a while until a lanky short looking 
guy jogs towards him and they talk for a moment. 


| furrow my brows when | see him handing something to James before briefly looking around the street. 
James tucks it into the back of his jean pockets. The stranger sees me and | let out a surprised squeal and 
turn away from the mirror. But from the corner of my eye, | can see him pointing towards me and James 
turning around for a second Again they're resumed to talking. 


| wanted James to come back quickly, | was getting cranky, curious, and a little jealous. 

And finally James waves the guy off and heads back to the car. | slump against the seat as James enters the 
car and starts the engine again. 

"You're a nosy one, aren't you?" 

| look away. "Um, so, what was that about?" 


He starts to drive away from the street. "Just some business | was dealing with." 


| nod, even though | had no idea what kind of business he was running. 


"So what did he give you?" | can feel myself slightly shiver as James cranks up the air condition 


"You'll see later." 


